Death Throes 


Author: Highway Joe 


Bands: Black Flag 


Characters: Henry Rollins 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Fri Mar 03 2006 10:29:26 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Joe Cole was technically Black Flag\'s roadie [and sometimes makeshift security, young and skinny as he was 


and everything]. Above and beyond all, he was Henry Rollins\'s best friend. 


March 1986, Michigan 


He's not looking at me. 
I'm not looking at him. 
He sits at the edge of the mattress, shoulders tense and hands clasped together, tight, as if he dreads a blow. 
Every line in his body pulls strength from the tension inside him and lays it out raw and honest. Vulnerable. No 


artifice. He knows what he's getting into. 


"Why me?" 


One part of me doesn't even want to know. One part of me already knows. This is Joe sitting at the edge of my 
bed. This boy-this man-has seen me scream and rant and gnash my teeth and cut my skin and bleed into and 
out of myself. This boy has seen me cry. | keep nothing from him. He keeps nothing from me. 


"Because... Because it's." He presses his right thumb into the soft, fleshy skin between his left hand's index 


finger and thumb. He pinches at the skin and won't look at me. "H's you," he says. | can barely hear him. 

A grey early evening settles in outside. The last rays of the sun are trapped within translucent clouds, packed 
closely together, headed west as the light fades. The tree behind the van hangs heavy with crows, with the 
flap of their wings, their voices hollow and eerie as they argue loudly amongst themselves. The sound echoes 
in my ears and almost swallows Joe's words. 

| want it to be you." 

"You think lm some kind of expert?" 

"| don't care." 

"You might." 

Seconds crawl by. He's measuring out his words. | can hear them, buzzing and crashing into the sides of his 
skull. Just tell the truth, Joe. Words are fucked up anyway. The more words you try to use, the faster you 
lose sight of the truth. 

(God, sometimes | think | am so full of shit) 


‘Its gonna hurt, isn't it?" 


| square my shoulders. My head hangs forward, neck muscles straining as | rub out small circles around the 


top of my spine. Around and around, the pads of my fingers digging deep into my flesh. 

"Not if | just jerk you off" My hand drops into my lap. "Do you want me to just-?" 

"No. Anyone can-| mean, / could-Shit. No. Just-No. Its okay." 

"So you really want me to do this?" 

He's not looking at me. 

His gaze bounces off the van's interior, settling into every corner until it hangs like rain clouds above our 


heads, heavy and dark. He doesn't need to answer. | already know the answer. But | need to hear him say it. It's 
gonna fuck me up if | don't hear him say it. 


The mattress creaks. 

"Yes." 

Holy fuck. 

| push off from the mattress and place my hands on my hips, rubbing into my T-shirt, rubbing into the flesh. 
My mouth opens and closes as | draw in several breaths | don't want Joe to hear. One, two, then four and all 
the way to ten and then | turn to face him. 

He's looking at the floor, his hair a curtain over his eyes. 


"Hey, l'm up here." 


But he still doesn't look up. He rubs his thighs, back and forth, back and forth, the sound like a saw on wood. | 
nudge his ankle with the tip of my boot. 


"Did you bring anything to help me out here, or am | gonna have to hock all over your asshole?" 

Don't cringe, Joe. You don't walk in here and make this kind of a request and then cringe at the word asshole. 
Consider that lesson number one. Lesson number two? Ask someone you trust to do this, maybe? Well, I'm not 
quite sure | know what that one will be either. 

| gather you trust me. 

You're a funny kid, Joe. 

He rummages in his back pocket and pulls out a tiny bottle of lube. A sample size. Someone's been to the Gay 
Pride Parade, likely the last time we dragged our sorry asses along the streets of New York City. He holds out 
the bottle in his palm, chin sticking out from beneath his hair as he looks at the far end of the van. He starts 
as | crouch down | brush the hair from his face. | want him to look at me. 


"Hey." 


| place my index finger against his jaw and tilt his head toward me. He faces me, but his eyes won't hold mine. 


Refuse to hold mine. | pluck the lube from his palm, pocket it, and stand up. 


"You're gonna have to look at me at least once. Help me out here, Joe. I'm starting to feel like some pervert. 


Look, if you don't really want me to-" 


And there we are. I've got his full attention now, both eyes trained on me. There's a halting sort of plea in 


them, his lips pressed tightly together as his breaths come fast and shallow. 


“That's good." 


| fish the lube out of my pocket and rip off the top. It has a tiny cap you're supposed to twist and everything 
opens nice and mess free (and none of it gets into your mouth), but by the time the logical, right side of my 
brain catches on to what l'm doing, my left side has already sent out signals to the rest of my body. Teeth: 
Rip that lube open Palms: Get sweaty. Heart rate: Start rising. And you, the sad, floppy bit of muscle between 
his legs: Get to hardening. 


Fuck, | actually mean to do this thing. 


| pull off my shirt, kick off my boots, socks, drop my pants, toss my underwear onto the heap my clothes've 
become on the floor. Joe is staring at the hard-on between my legs. 


"You gonna do this dressed?" | say. 


He starts, then jumps off the bed He pulls off his shirt and starts on the buttons of his jeans like a kid under 
the scrutinizing eyes of his football coach. Drop and gimme twenty, boy. He steps out of his jeans and sucks in 
his lower lip. He looks at me, once, the plea now mutated into a search for approval, as if there is a right and 
wrong way to get undressed. | point my chin at his boxers. He chews on his lower lip and eases them down, 
pushing at them, cringing as his dick and his balls are exposed. He lets the boxers drop to the floor and then 
sticks his hands under his armpits, every bone and muscle trained on shrinking as far into themselves as they 


can. 
| want to do this," he says. "I really do." 
"Then let's see you drop those hands." 


He does. It breaks my heart. "Lie down, on your stomach, on the bed," and he does. "Lift your ass," and he 
follows every instruction in silence, looking at me over his shoulder for whatever sign he uses to gauge 
approval. Whatever it is, I'm giving it. For one second, I'm tempted to frown, just to see what he'd do. His eyes 
start to widen even before I've begun to properly knot my eyebrows. "For fuck's sake, Joe, relax. Your ass is 


at the correct angle." 
“There's a correct angle?" 
You're gonna kill me, Joe. 


| drop the lube on the mattress and place one hand on Joe's ass. His skin is cool. Soft. The message shoots into 
my brain and | feel my balls tighten. l'd laugh if | wasn't sure Joe would yelp in fear and run out of the van 
and into the Michigan night stark naked. | mould my palm around one ass cheek and knead the skin. My fingers 
leave pink, splotchy imprints on his flesh. | bring up my other hand and run it across his other cheek, drawing 
out wide circles as the tension in his body falls away, stroke by stroke, till he's echoing my moves without 


even realizing it, leaning into the touch of my palms as | make my way toward the small of his back. 


| trace out his spine with the flat of my hand, his back arching as breath escapes through clenched teeth. 
Maybe that's lesson number two. Breathe. Don't be afraid of making noise. But every guy | know started out on 
this sex thing by jerking off in their room or in the shower and the importance of mom and dad not finding 


out gets branded into one's brain and noise is as taboo as jerking off itself. 
"You're allowed to make noise," | say. 
He lets out the moan | know he's been holding back, and the sound ends with a nervous chuckle. 


Movement becomes easier, then. It merges with our breathing so that each stroke, each touch, is echoed by 
our bodies. Joe follows my rhythm, pressing closer to me as my hands spread out in ever widening circles, 
tracing out his hips, ghosting across his stomach as it tightens. | press my palms against his sides and slide 
them down to the hollows between his thighs. He gasps and pushes back against me. My cock brushes against 
his inner thigh and his shudder is my own 


My right brain is battling its way out of the gutter. | can feel it. I wants me to pick up the lube and just prep 
Joe and ram into him and get going. My left brain has hardened my cock and it wants me to grind it against 
Joe's thigh and | am and I'm moaning as Joe's back presses against my chest and a sheen of sweat builds 
between us. We rub our bodies together and draw our hands around our flesh, my hand following the flat 


plane of Joe's chest, Joe's palm grasping my upper thigh as his fingers curl and uncurl. 
The right brain drowns in the gutter. 


I'm pulling Joe back to sit up against me, holding him in my lap as my legs wrap between his and | coax them 
farther open. He obeys with a moan, parting them wide as his head comes to rest on my shoulder. | can feel 
his breaths as they travel up and down my body, following the trails of sweat running down our chests and 


between our muscles and pooling beneath our hair as it gets in our faces and we don't give a fuck 


| wrap my fingers around Joe's erection and begin to pump. His back lifts, arches, drops back down He groans, 


Tossing his head as | increase my speed. 

"Don't-| want you To-" 

| kiss his earlobe. "I will. Don't worry, Joe." 

He relaxes against me with a sigh, his hips already beginning to rock in response to my hand against his cock. | 
increase my speed. Faster. Faster, harder, slipping on sweat, the darkness at the back of my head reaching 
such a fever pitch that the vein that runs down his shaft is pulsing in time with my heart. Faster. Faster. Joe 


is panting, "Ah, ah, Oh God, Oh shi-," as | pump harder and faster and I'm groaning too, gritting my teeth. 


"Fuck. Fuck" 


He stiffens, teeth scraping against teeth, then he moans and | feel his cock jerk against my palm and he comes. 
| keep pumping as his back arches and his moan dies down to a soft whimper. He seems to crumble in my 


hands, trembling as he shoots the last of his load and then sags against my chest. 

| wrap my arms around his shoulders and hold him, waiting till his shivers settle into even breathing. 

"Shit," he whispers. His voice is low, husky. 

It drives a bullet right through my right brain 

Lie down," | say. 

He gathers his hands into fists as he stretches out, pulling at the covers, giddy anticipation trembling over his 
skin Beads of sweat break out across his back. | lap them up, my breath hot against my face. | drink in the 
smell of him, his musk and the sun on his flesh and the sweat and his semen and my own body heat. My cock 
slips between his legs. | bite down on my lip-hard-to keep from simply humping his inner thighs. | taste blood. 
It mingles with sweat and the sharp, throbbing sting of it clears my head. 

| feel for the lube. It's rolled beneath my knee. | pull it out and hope to God | haven't just prepped my sheets. | 
have, but there's still enough left. | curse out a thank you and fold my hand over the bottle. | pat Joe's ass 
and he arches his hips. 

"Get on all fours." 

Whatever pulpy, bloody mess is left of my right brain dies as | look at Joe, white against the grey shadows of 
the van, his hair tangled waves silhouetted against the van's grimy windows. Outside, there is starlight and 
moonlight and scrawny pine trees driving needlepoints into the sky. Inside, there is only us and the way Joe's 
eyes have darkened to liquid lust 

| remain kneeling, the tube driving its edges into my palm. 

"Henry..2" 

"Don't move." 

He has to whisper his words. They're caught in his throat. "Are you all right?" 

| squeeze out the lube and spread it along the length of my cock. Joe sucks in his lower lip and looks away. His 
head hangs down between his shoulders as he wills himself to hold still on all fours. He gasps as | spread his 
cheeks and rub, stroke, slip one lubed finger inside. He's tight, but ready. My finger slips in easily, almost 


sucked in as he shifts his hips and moans. | pull back my finger, slowly, watching as his head rises, eyes closed, 
back arching. 


| sit back on the bed and spread my legs and grasp his hips. He seems confused at first, one arm slipping as | 
guide him toward me. He hisses as the head of my cock pushes at his opening, slipping in bit by bit as | pull 
him back against me, slowly, carefully, working my way in. He moans as each inch slides in, low in his throat, 
"Oh God, yes," until my cock is completely inside of him and he's trapped in my arms and his back presses 
against my chest. My nipples slip on muscle and bones and sweat and | bury my head in his shoulder as | begin 
to push deeper into him. 


Push into him. Pick up speed. Push harder into him as he pushes back, pulling me in deeper, tight. Push into 
him. Push harder. Fuck him. Over and over, his body hot and heavy against mine as my hands wrap around him 
and we're both moving, driving deeper, faster, panting. 

Joe cries out. 

His head is thrown back over my shoulder. Sweat clings to his upper lip and flattens his hair against his 
cheeks, his face flushed, mouth open Its almost grotesque. Its washed in red. My brain bleeds its death 
throes and | slam into him, again and again, drawing him closer, giddy with the sensation of his legs spreading 


wider against mine, his fingers clawing at my forearms. 


His eyes are open. He turns his head as far as he can, his neck taut and gleaming with sweat. And he looks at 


me. 
There is life in his eyes. There are questions and answers and the very fabric of existence is drawn out on his 
face. The meaning of life. There, for one improbable moment, reaching out with a choke hold, smashing into the 
side of my skull. 

| cry out and my voice mingles with Joe's as | come in a violent onslaught of sensation It burns red across my 
veins and my muscles, ripping darkness into my head until all | can hear is the echo of the meaning of life, 
splintering into a thousand pieces. 


Joe's voice is a whisper. "My God." 


He's curled up on his side, shivering as | shake my head and stumble back. My feet drop onto the floor and my 
head falls into my hands and I'm sitting at the edge of the mattress. 


I'm naked, panting through gritted teeth. 
He's not looking at me. 
l'm not looking at him. 


A thought uncoils within my head. It tenses once, then strikes, smacking into me as | double forward. There's a 


thick taste in my mouth. Like fear. Like lust. 


| can hear Joe struggling to control his breathing. His fingers ghost across the sheets and come to rest 
against my thigh. 


| hang my head. 


Motherfucker, I'm gonna rip the meaning of life right out of your eyes. 
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